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of the Nelson edition), pointed out to me by Catherine, to whom I
gave Paul et Virginie yesterday.
4 May
Why did I not read earlier these sentences of Goethe on which I fell
yesterday evening, opening at random the Gesprache mit Eckermannlx
before going to sleep. I should have quoted them in support of my
reflections regarding the correspondence between Reaumur and Trem-
blay.12 This morning I look up the translation and quote according to it.
"In dealing with nature one must proceed cautiously and slowly if
one wants to get something from it. When, in my researches in natural
history, an idea would come to me, I did not demand that nature
should justify me at once; no, I would continue to observe, I would
experiment, and I was happy if from time to time she deigned to be
kind enough to confirm my theoretical idea. When she would contra-
dict it, she would lead me occasionally to another notion, of which she
was perhaps more disposed to prove the correctness, and which I
would study, while always following her footsteps/' (1 October 1828.)
The propaganda of the U.S.S.R. is not always very adroit. Are not
the results already sufficiently eloquent in themselves? For the French
public, always disposed to mock, it would be better not to play up the
success too much, not to write (U.S.S.R. under Construction, No. 11):
"... a tremendous reservoir is being built up, , . . The mountain
streams, both large and small, the springs, the water from the melting
of the snows, the subterranean waters, and even the rains themselves
(as if this were peculiar to the U.S.S.R.!), all these torrents9 these
trickles, these drops and droplets (!) will be carefully collected (oh,
come! . . .) in a twelve-kilometer lake . . " (that alone is important
to tell; all the rest is only bluff and can only irritate the reader: ex-
cusable solely if one thinks of the youth of the Russian people, of the
novelty of their effort: their astonishment is childish).
Cuverville, 16 May
The annoying habit I have recently assumed of publishing numerous
pages from this journal in the N.R.F. (somewhat from impatience and
because I was not writing anything else) has gradually detached me
from it as from an indiscreet friend to whom cannot trust anything
without his repeating it at once. How much more abundant my confi-
dence would have been if it could have remained posthumous! And
even while writing this, I imagine it already printed and calculate the
reader's disapproval. At times I get to the point of thinking that the
absence of echo of my writings, for a long time, allowed them every-
11  Conversations with Eckermann.
12  See p. 82.